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Christmas Suggestions 
Pictures for Presents 


3y George Reiter Brill. 





By James Moutgomery | lagg 


By W. B. King 
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: a Copyright, Judge Co. 
BUCK LOVERS. “DON’T YOU WHIP MY DOGGY!” 
RECIPE FOR A WEDDING CAKE, Photogravure in sepia, 12 x 16, Photogelatine in sepia, 8 x 11, 
Photogravure in sepia, 8 x 11, Fifty cents Twenty-five cents. 
Hand-colored, Fifty cents. 





[Twenty-five cents 


trated catalogue of our large assortment of beautiful pictures by 

James Montgomery Flagg and other famous artists. We have the 
choicest of their work carefully engraved and beautifully printed for 
framing, which we sell at prices from 25 cents upward. Order now and 
avoid the rush of the “eleventh hour” Christmas shopping. We will 
send you a drawing by Penrhyn Stanlaws FREE with the catalogue 
if your order is received before our supply of drawings is exhausted. 


NOT MANY LEFT---ORDER NOW 


P. J. Monahan. By James Montgomery Flagg. 
By James Montgomery Flagg. 


SOR ten cents we will send you a complete and handsomely illus- 


———— 
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Copyrigit, Judge Co 


“THE ONLY WAY TO EAT AN Cupyricht, Jetes Ca. 
ORANGE.” 
IN THE WEB A WIDOW’S WEEDS. 
Photogravure in sepia, 12 x 16, 
Photogravure in sepia, 12x 16, Fifty cents Photogravure in black, 12x16 





Fifty cents. Hand-colored, One Dollar Fifty cents. 


LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 


Trade supplied by the W. R. Anderson Co., 32 Union Square, New York. 











Hardened. | 
Scott—‘‘Is it true that Cooleigh is finan- 
cially embarrassed ?’’ 


Mott—‘‘He’s fearfully. in debt, but it | 


doesn’t seem to embarrass him much.’’— 
Boston Transcript. 


The Limit: 
**Do you have much trouble with your 
automobile?’’ 
‘“‘Trouble! Say, I couldn’t have more if 
I was married to the blamed machine.’’— 
St. Louis Star. 
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The Executive Calf. 
The White House calf is now no more; 
The veally bleat is stilled. 
Its fame has stretched from shore to shore, 
And countless columns filled. 


| Above this interrupted stew 


They moralize and fuss— 
Which I am sure they’!] never do 
For any one of us. 
—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


The Difference. 
‘“‘My brains are my capital,’’ said the 


| conceited young man. 


His Wife. 
‘*What do you do for a living, Mose?’’ 
*‘I’s de manager ob a laundry.’’ 
‘*What’s the name of this laundry?’’ 
**Eliza Ann.’’—Louisville Courier-Jour- | 
nal. 


5 The Way of Life. 
‘*Yes,’’ said the self-made millionaire, 





“‘IT was happier when I was poor.”’ 
‘‘But it’s an easy matter for you to be- | 
come poor again,’’ we protested. 
‘*True,’’ he rejoined; ‘‘but I’d rather be 
envied than snubbed.’’—Chicago News. 


‘By the way,’’ remarked an innocent by- 


| stander, ‘‘can you tell me what is the prin- 


cipal difference between you and some of 
the railroads of this country ?’’ 

‘‘No. What is it?’’ 

‘‘T understand that they are overcapital- 
ized.’’—Chicago Record-Herald. 


Foolish Query. 

A Kentucky girl has been kissed ten 
thousand times and sighs for more, while 
an Illinois woman had a man arrested for 
kissing her once. In which State would 


| you rather live?—Philadelphia Inquirer. 





























FINE FEATHERS, ETC. 


Mrs. Goose—‘‘ Mercy! 
who was with us only this morning ?”’ 


Mrs. Hen (spitefully) —‘‘Certainly it is. 


see she always padded to the limit.’’ 


Principle and Interest. 
The plutocrat and the socialist confronted 
each other in determined opposition. 
‘**T,’’ said the socialist, ‘‘am fighting for | 
my principle.’”’ 
‘*And I,’’ said the plutocrat, ‘‘am fight- 
ing for my interest.’’—Baltimore American. 


Hunch! 
The man who acts without a thought be- 
cause his hunch is strong 
May get results, like driving nails when 


nails are started wrong. 
—Dallas News. 


Mutual Disposition. 
‘*My wife and I had another foolish quar- 
rel.’’ 
**About what?’’ 
‘‘About where we would go if we had 
money enough to travel.’’— Washington 
Herald. 


Definition and Drawback. 
Inspiration may be defined as something 
that will come to-morrow when you feel | 
more like working.—Peoria Herald-Tran- | 


script. ers | 
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That can’t possibly be dear, plump Mrs. Turkey 


Anyone with half an eye could 


Phonographic Men. 
Some men are like phonographs; every 
day they reel off exactly the same records. 
—Montreal Star. 


A Slump in Price. 

**T’ll give you two dollars for this anec- 
dote about Julius Czsar.”’ 

‘“‘What’s the matter with you?’’ de- 
manded the hack writer. ‘‘You gave me 
four dollars for that anecdote when it was 
about Roosevelt.’’—Spokesman-Review. 


Just the Thing. 


Willie—‘‘Here’s a sign I got from the | 


post-office.’’ 

Mrs. Slimson—‘‘ Why, Willie! 
you mean? It’s the sign, ‘For Transients.’ 
You just take it right back.’’ 


Willie—‘‘I thought you might like to 


hang it up in your kitchen.’’—Life. 


He—‘‘Would you be satisfied to give up 


| your present beautiful home and live ina 


little white cottage?”’ 

She—‘‘I might, if there was a little red 
automobile hitched in-ffont of the door.’’— 
Montreal Star. . 
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Exquisite Cordial 


of the Centuries : 








LIQUEUR 


bres Ghartreux 


—GREEN AND YELLOW- 
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At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés. 
ditjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y., 
Sole Agents for United States. 
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Hunyadi¢] 
Janos 
Natural Laxative 
Water 
Recommended 
by Physicians 
Refuse Substitutes 


Best remedy for 
CONSTIPATION 


AT ALL DRUGGISTS 











BEFORE YOU VACUUM CLEANER 
INVESTIGATE 
THE THURMAN. 


Gen’l Comp. Air & Vacuum Machy. Co. 
ST. LOUIS, U.S. A. 





ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureau will send you 
all newspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 
100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 110-112 West 26th 
Street, New York. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER. 


JUDGE'S LIBRARY necosber 


10c. AT ALL NEWS-STANDS. 10c. 





In answering ativertisements please menticn JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 








A-k for the brand that has made Cocktail 
drinking popular. Accept no substitute. 
Simply strain through 
cracked ice, and serve. 


Martini (gin base) and Manhatten (whiskey 
base) arethe most popular. A taligcod dealers. 














G. F. 
Heublein & Bro. 
Sole Props. 

HARTFORD 
NEW YORK 
LONDON 























Bewildered. 


Mrs. Newlywed—‘‘ Before we were mar- 
ried you said that my slightest wish should 
oe your law.’’ 

Mr. Newlywed—‘‘ Exactly, my love; but 
you have so many vigorous and well-devel- 
oped wishes that I am as yet unable to de- 
cide as to which is the slightest.’’—Tit- 
Bits. 











Modest Pride. 


‘‘How ridiculous the doctor’s wife is! 
She is always fussing with her little flower 
pots and talking about botany, while, bless 
my soul! I have more flowers on my hat 
than she has in her whole conservatory.’’— 
Fliegende Blaetter. 





























CAMBRIDGE ‘S&S 
in boxes of ten 25c 


AMBASSADOR 
the after-dinner size 35c 


Philip Morris 
cet “isarettes 


Incomparable! Each < 
temptation for another 
In Cork and Plain Tips 


** The Little 
Brown Box” 





























In answering advertisements pl 





Why ? 
‘‘In Baltimore,”’ 
‘‘I made the acquaintance of a beautiful 
little girl with yellow hair. This little girl 
and I talked of anumber of things. We 
deplored many of the evils of modern life. 
Then, for a time, the little girl was silent, 
lost in thought. Finally she sighed and 
said, ‘Why can’t the toy-shop man call for 
orders every morning, the same as the 
butcher and grocer do?’ ’’—Blue Bull. 


How It Felt. 

An Irishman at a fair got poked in the 
eye with a stick and took proceedings 
against the offender. 

Said the magistrate, ‘‘Come, now, you 
don’t really believe he meant to put your 
eye out?”’ 

‘‘Faith, you’re right this time,’’ said 
Pat; ‘‘for I believe he tried to put it far- 
ther in.’’— Tit-Bits. 


says Senator Depew, 





His Last Resort. 


Creditor—‘‘Is your master at home?”’ 

Servant—‘‘Yes. Please walk in.”’ 

Creditor—‘Thank heaven, I shall see 
some money at last!’’ 

Servant—‘‘ Don’t make that mistake. If 
he had any money, he wouldn’t be at 
home.’’—Fliegende Blaetter. 


Hobbled Miss Muffet. 


Little Miss Muffet 
Sat on a tuffet, 
Eating some curds and whey; 
Although she was sprightly, 
She was hobbled so tightly 
That she simply could not get away. 
—Chicago Record-Herald. 
There’s no woman who does not hate to 
admit she wears clothes underneath that 
will keep her warm.—N. Y. Press. 

















































































Caught That Time. 


A college professor who was always ready 
for a joke was asked by a student one day 
if he would like a good recipe for catching 
rabbits. ‘‘Why, yes,’’ replied the pro- 
fessor. ‘‘What is it?’’ 

‘*Well,”’ said the student, ‘‘you crouch 
down behind a thick stone wall and make a 
noise like a turnip.”’ 

‘*That may be,”’ said the professor, with 
a twinkle in his eye; ‘‘but a better way 
than that would be for you to go and sit 
quietly in a bed of cabbageheads and look 
natural.’’—Joe Miller. 





Freshman—‘‘I want to get a suit of 
clothes.’’ 

Tailor—‘‘What do you want, the custom 
or the ready-made?’’ 

Freshman—‘‘ Which is the custom?”’ 

Tailor—‘‘The ready -made.’’—Corneil 
Widow. 


ot 








Or, the portable label for the prevention of overcrowding. 


—London Punch. 





Previous Attachment. 


Agent—‘‘ Madam, have you a piano?” 
Housewife—**Yes.”’ 
Agent—‘‘I am selling an attachment 


which I am sure’’——- 
Housewife—‘*We have one.”’ 
Agent—‘‘ What make is it?’’ 
Housewife — ‘‘Sheriff’s.’’— Cleveland 
Leader. 


Hammered. 


Bwiggs—‘‘Funny thing! My customers 
are always knocking my goods, but the) 
come back for more, just the same.”’ 

Twiggs—‘‘ What's your line?’ 

Bwiggs—‘‘Bolts and nails.’’—Columb:a 
Jester. 


The only man who believes in luck is the 
one who has things against him; the fel! 
who has them with him is sure his bra!ns 


| did it.—N. Y. Press. 
JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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A LETTER TO SANTA. 


Dere Santy, pleese, my folks agrees And fly around way off the ground, 

I cannot spel so orful well ; And do such things without no wings, 
But if it ’s true you can cum throo It ought not to be hard fer you 

A chimny tall that ’s orful small, To rede my littel leter throo. 


Burges Johnson. 





Dorman-8- Vere 
\ © 
“YOU CAN TALK ABOUT YOUR TURKEY AND 


PLUM PUDDING, BUT, BELIEVE ME, THERE IS 
NOTHING NICER THAN A TABLE BOUQUET.” 


Lines Written upon Reading Recent 
Autumn Poetry. 
By GRACE McKINSTRY. 


W* OFTEN read sonnets in praise of 
the grape, 
And odes to the ripening corn, 
And grandma’s farm cookery 
escape ; 
But when will the poet be born 
Who, boldly deserting fruits, 
and pies, 
Will be so exceedingly rash 
As to write us a sonnet or ode that applies 
To common bread pudding and hash? 


does not 


pancakes, 


NSTEAD of fishing for compliments, the 
wise man saves his bait for something 
worth while. 
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The Naughty-Lass. 
(With proper apologies. 
By OTTO B. SHOTT. 
UILD thee more stately headgear, oh, 
my girl! 
As the swift seasons whirl. 
Let each new turban, nobler than the last, 
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more 
vast, 
Till thou at last shalt be 
Left with thine outgrown frames by life’s 
unresting sea. 


Tied Down. 


HE CHORUS girl when out to lunch 
Is somewhat disconcerted; 
She cannot kick the way she used, 
Now that she’s hobble-skirted. 


MOTHER GOOSE REVISED. 

There was a man in our town 
Who thought that he was wise. 

He said, ** I sorely need a wife, 
And so I ’ll advertise.’’ 

Some photos came, one was a peach. 
He said, ‘‘ I "ll win that one.”’ 
But when he saw her bunch of kids 

He took it on the run. 


DON QUIXOTE UP-TO-DATE. 
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AND FATHER FOOTS THE BILL 





Compliments. 
66 HAT are ‘double-edged 
ments,’ ma?’’ 
‘‘The nice things your father and uncle 


tell me when they come home late nights.”’ 
A FAMOUS sculptor can fall into dis- 

repute when it comes to carving the 
Christmas turkey. 


com pli- 
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1. ‘* Friend Sancho, seest thou yon 

mighty birds flitting hither and thith- 

er? E’en now will I go and do 
battle with them |! ——— 


2. ——— Watch me closely, friend Sancho, and 

give the story to all the evening papers, for before 

eventide we will pluck the pin feathers of those birds 
and partake of their juicy drumsticks. ——— 


3. Zounds! It is a whopper, but 
those who think it has my goat know not 
the mighty valor of the indomitable Don 
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4. Hold, monster! or by the ghastly 
ghoul of Gehenna I will rend your wishbone 
asunder ! 


Bing !—x !—! x x ?—! — 


6. Save me from the foul. fiend, Sancho! 


The evil spirit of the jealous Jinx is within me, and 
some unseen power is propelling me hence !’ 











Christmas Cheer. 
By HUBERT R. KOTTERMAN. 
Y= forget the iceman; he was a 
good friend last summer. 

The bromidic Christmas cigar is again 
lying in wait for the unwary. 

If it’s going to worry you, for Santa 
Claus’s sake, don’t count the cost. 

Confine your Christmas skating to one 
kind or the other; don’t try to combine 
them. 

If any one is expecting Santa Claus at 
your home, make him come, if you have to 
wreck his sledge. 

A wreath of smiles, embellished with 
boosts for every one, will be as fine a 
Christmas decoration as you can wear on 
the big day. 


Still Hopeful. 

14 40m MARTHA, 
are you an op- 

timist?’’ 

“IT hope so, dear. 
Why do you ask?’’ 

‘‘Because papa said 
you were.’’ 

“Did he? That is 
very good of him.”’ 

“*Yes; he says you 
look under your bed for 
a@ man every night.’’ 


T IS too bad that 
people who like to 


shoot off their mouth always have a good 


supply of ammunition. 


THE PASSING OF THE REINDEERS. 


Content To Smoke. 
By 8. E. KISER. 
E TRAVELED in a Pullman car 
And sat in front and smoked all day; 
He burned up many a good cigar, 
Though a lady fair went all the way. 


She had a captivating smile, 
And she was traveling alone; 

Her seat was just across the aisle 
From where his overcoat was thrown. 


He neither looked at her nor spoke, 
But took a novel from his grip 

And sat in front, content to smoke: 
His wife was with him on the trip. 


Three Alike. 


Asylum-keeper—‘‘One of our craziest pa- 
tients has escaped and is hiding somewhere 
in the city.”’ 

Friend—‘‘Isn’t there some way of locat- 
ing him?’’ 





Asylum-keeper—‘‘Not for a month yet. 
Half the town’s celebrating a football vic- 
tory and the other haif is paying up freak 
election bets.’’ 
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Our friend, Mr. A. Batch, says, ‘* This year I'l] get the folks 
something different. People like presents that are unique. 
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A BROOKLYN TURNOUT IN 1920. 


The Wanderer’s Christmas. 
An Incident of a Hobo’s Lodging-house. 
By JOHN KENDRICK BANGS. 
Or had one pair of socks. 
Hung ’em on the Christmas tree. 
Maybe somewhere in the box 
Was some triflin’ bit for me. 
Didn’t really hope to find 
Nothin’ when the mornin’ came— 
Had it doped out in my mind 
I warn’t in the Christmas game. 


Socks was full of awful holes, 
In the heel and in the toe; 
One or two along the soles, 
Like a cotton sieve, ye know. 
Seemed a shame to hang ’em there, 
Showin’ up my poverty; 
But I kind of didn’t care 
Luck was sort of down on me. 


Then, by ginger! what ye s’pose? 
Come at last the Christmas morn, 
And that awful pair o’ hose 
That was hangin’ so forlorn 
Looked to be as good as new. 
Gosh! It was a pleasant sight! 
Somebody—I don’t know who 
Up and darned ’em over night! 
Hard Luck. 
Ella—‘‘They say that living expenses are 
going up.’’ 
Stella—‘‘Wouldn’t it be terrible if the 
price of mistletoe should be advanced?”’ 


IKE a rubber band, truth stretched too 
far will fly back at you. 


\ 
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But you will see him Christmas Eve going home 
as usual with a necktie for his brother and hand- 
kerchiefs for his mother, sisters, and aunts. » 





Originality, that 's the thing!" 
HISTORY REPEATING. 
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“The Compliments of the Season.”’ 
‘ HE Moses of Mount Tom 
children who live on the 
plains a Christmas liturgy. 
¢ tables of stone, it would 
be a fitting inscription for 

~» ; 
with 
commandment 


table loaded 
The 


‘Forgive us our 


the 
Christmas 
from Mount Tom reads: 
Christmas as we forgive those who have 


presents. 


Christmased against us.’”’ 


Beware of Clean Money. 
Gr on a time—and the time was re- 
cent—a certain woman had a five-dol- 

lar bill. 
the woman gave it a washing and ironing. 
Then she took it to the bank, but the man 
behind the bars said the bill was a counter- 
feit look The 
woman was a believer in woman’s rights 
that the bill be 
Department. It went; it 


The bill was so very dirty that 


because it did not right. 


and demanded sent to the 
Treasury saw a 
man who knows a good thing; the woman 
conquered the haughty bank teller. 

The 
bills, or let Uncle Sam do his own laundry 


moral is obvious: Beware of clean 


work on green goods. 


A Long-felt Want. 
LONG-FELT want 
to coin a new ex- 
pression—has been met 
in Germany by the 
formation of a League 
of Politeness. Women 
usually start the good 
things in this world, and they had a finger 
in this pie, which comes ‘‘well done’’ from 
Berlin. Whether Ger- 





a women’s club in 


man ladies or German army officers think 
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is not made 





more courtesies are due them 
clear by the accounts which have, up to the 
present writing, reached American shores. 
As women are employed to keep the streets 
of Berlin clean, it is doubtless the army 
officer who feels that he is not getting the 
life, and the 


women have arisen to the occasion. Police- 


respect due his station in 


men and street-car conductors in American 
cities feel much the same as the German 
army officers about the subject of polite- 
ness. What are the women going to do 
about it? Let more courtesy be shown not 
only the policeman and conductor, but also 
the butcher, the baker, and the candlestick- 


maker. 


Mistakes of the Press. 
HE PRESS 
mistakes. 
a newspaper 
mistakes; 

doesn’t. 


makes 
many 
Sometimes 
corrects its 
more often it 
Even when corrections ap- 
pear, they are generally in small type and 
In view of 





hidden away among the ads. 
this situation, it is refreshing to see a page 
of apology in the American Journal of Phi- 
lology for dropping the final ‘‘f’’ in the 
name of Wilamowitz-Moellendorff. 


Brief Decisions from the Bench. 

Shorr are people who never consider 
that when things go wrong it is an in- 

cident of the game. 

The wise girl avoids an epidemic of love 
affairs. 

Always put off till the morrow the bad 
things you expect to do to-day. 


Advice is seldom found when badly 
wanted. 
The emergency brake is the one that 


generally breaks in an emergency. 
More 
needed to make many homes brighter. 
Now that the Pennsylvania Railroad runs 


smiles and fewer gas jets are 
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JACK AS EARS 




















HOW TO GET AN EDUCATION 


its trains into New York, Chicago thinks 
New Yorkers ought to be happier for hav- 
ing another way to get out of the city. 

A bed may be full of roses and yet ver) 
uncomfortable because of the thorns. 
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NOT YET, BUT SOON, 


































QUALIFIED FOR THE BLUE RIBBON. 


Jack's fiancee—‘* Was Jack surprised when he heard that my Tige took a ribbon at the dog show ?”’ ae 
Jack's sister—‘‘ No. He said that ever since the night he tried to serenade you he has firmly believed Tige could get any sort of drygoods that he went after 





JUDGE 


We Could Do without the Man 


were IS honest because his price is too 
high. 

Who expends all his hero worship on him- 
self. 

Who is only whole-souled when he is 
well-heeled. 

Who gets the upper hand by dealing from 
the bottom of the deck. 

Who buys his experience and has it 
charged to papa. 
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Who puts his religion in his wife’s name. 
Who casts his bread upon the water with 
a string tied to it. 


Whose charity begins at home only when | 


he expects it to cover a multitude of sins. 
Who preaches respect for gray hairs and 
throws bricks at a bald head. 
Who doesn’t realize there is plenty of 
room at the top without pushing some one 
else off. 
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PLEASE TOLERATE 
THIS CHROMO 


BROTHER FRED 
SENT 1T TOUS 





AN AFTER-CHRISTMAS NECESSITY. 


Who claims that heaven is his home, and 
then moves every time the rent is due. 

Who is a leg-puller in the disguise of a 
hand-shaker. 

Who looks everywhere for his werst en- 
emy except in the mirror. 

Who is a good husband simply because he 
hasn’t the nerve to be anything else. 

Who is never satisfied with his lot unless 
there is a lot of it. Sam S. Stinson. 





DONT HOLD US 
ACCOUNTABLE 


FOR THIS PILLOW, 
Aunt Emma 
GAVE IT To US 


SHE MEANS 
WELL, 
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Mrs. S. Thetic—‘‘ I had to do it, Edgar; otherwise our reputation for good taste would be ruined.’’ 





A Result of the Cost of Living. 

N A GRAMMAR school in one of the 
suburbs of Chicago recently the third- 
grade children we re being instructed 
in matters pertaining to physiogra- 
phy, and the teacher, having explained 

what a seaport was, requested a little girl 
to construct a sentence containing that 
Being blessed with six brothers and 
sisters, the small maiden had doubtless 
heard many complaints about the cost of 
living. Her construction of the sentence 
asked for by the teacher was as follows: 

‘*Everything is so high that it is a lot of 
trouble to seaport a large family.’’ 


word. 


The Suffragette. 
(With apologies to the Purple Cow.) 
| NEVER saw a suffragette 
I never want to see one. 
*Twould be a frightful sight; and, yet, 
I’d rather see than be one. 


Johnnie Was Literal. 
ITTLE Johnnie was discovered in the 
library, busily snipping away at the 
open dictionary. 

**Johnnie,’’ asked his father, ‘‘what in 
the world are you doing?’’ 

‘*You see, father,’’ answered the bright 
and shining light of the household, ‘‘to-day 
at school the teacher said there 
was no such word as ‘fail,’ and 
so I’m cutting it out of the dic- 


” 


tionary. 
Father Goose. 


B*=: BABY bunting, 
Mamma’s title hunting. 
She'll wed a lord from o’er the 

sea 
And stay in the nobility. 


Accent on the Box. 
Wife—‘‘John, wasn’t that a 
good box of cigars I gave you 
on Christmas?’’ 
Husband—‘‘I never saw a bet- 
ter box, my dear.”’ 


MAN 


it 
| iy 








MMA 


QE UARANALAN\ 


IN THE WEE SMA’ 


| 
] 


iN 








ir 


HOURS. 


‘* Say, Bill, jest see them nobs eatin’ nothin’ but little birds.’’ 


‘“Yep. That's because of the high cost of livia’. 


‘* PRIDE GOETH BEFORE DESTRUCTION.” 


They can’t afford turkey.’’ 


A Dark Outlook. 

667P°HE COST of living 
something terrible !”’ 

‘‘T know it. A man on a sal- 
ary has no chance at all any 
more. I took-a cneaper house 
last spring, we’ve had to take 
our daughter out of boarding 
school, instead of sending our 
son to college we’ve had to let 
him go to work in an office, and 
my wife has had to go to doing 
her own housework. Why, con- 
found it! if things don’t im- 
prove pretty soon, we’ll have to 


? 


is 


give up our automobile 


Modesty. 


Lady (standing on window 
ledge of burning building about 
to cave in, to firemen below) 


Turkey—‘‘ Hello, old crow! don’t you envy me? Iam beautiful, plump, 
live on the fat of the land, and am admired by all.’’ 
Crow—*' That ’s all very good; but you are not the first one to lose his 


‘‘You either tell those naughty 


Epigrams Recast. men down there to shut their 


LL THE world loves alover 
—except her father. 
An honest man’s the noblest work of God 
—but most of us are self-made. 





**ROUGH ON 


head for that very reason.’ 


eyes or I’ll jump head first.”’ 





My kingdom for a horse —-when the gaso- 
line tank is empty ten miles away from 
town. 

’Tis better to have loved and lost than to 
have—eloped with your stenographer. 

Lov2 laughs at locksmiths—whose locks 
are m-rely wedlock. 


How Times Have Changed. 
percents used to say, 


‘*Money makes the mare go.’”’ 
But in the present day 
Motors make the ‘‘mon’’ go. 


No Use for College Education. 





Willis—‘‘Why don’t you put that college 
son of yours at a trade?’’ 

Gillis (sadly )}—‘‘ What could I trade him 
for?’’ 


BOBBY GRAFTER. 


Bobby Grafter ’s gone to sea, 

Process servers did he flee. 

Far away he ‘ll seek safe-ty, 
Foxey Bobby Grafter. 
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one thousand acres of his own and five hundred 
patents, Alexander Graham Bell cuddles up to 
nature in Nova Scotia in the summertime and 
lives in a steam-heated apartment in Washing- 
ton with a stationary janitor in the winter- 
time. His Nova Scotia estate, near Braddeck, 
is called Bienn Breagh. He is to blame for the 
name. Mr. Bell has made more men swear 
than anybody else in the world; he is the in- 
ventor of the busy signal. Every second of the day and night 
somebody gets the busy signal and repeats an emphatic word that 
has three-fourths of the letters found in his own name. Bell is 
an early bird, rising with the lark and taking long, Rooseveltian, 


B ELL, ALEXANDER GRAHAM. — Surrounded by 





cross-country walks in knickers. When he goes into his study, he 
hangs a placard at the head of the stairway that reads, ‘‘Busy.”’ 
He is in to nobody; if a fire broke out, the chief of the company 
would have to send up his card. There’s a reason: he looks as 
though he might be an older brother of Big Bill Edwards and a 
first cousin of Taft. All he has to do now to keep his telephone 
system working is to clip the semi-quarterly coupons. He has to 
do so much clipping that he is now working on a clipping machine 
operated by foot power. Pedal it thirty seconds and it will turn 
out an auto and pay the chauffeur’s wages until he elopes with the 
French maid. Having invented ‘‘Wire’s busy!’’ Mr. L. A. L. D. 
Bell (local and long distance) began on the flying machine and has 
spent $200,000 and fifteen years on it. His machine is a tetra- 
hedral cell: Moisant and the Wrights say that it can be described 
without tetrahedral. It is a plane of a thousand cells. But Mr. 
Bell is working on a big idea and may yet be the first one to flit 
across the Atlantic and get the freedom of the city of London and 
the chance to write magazine articles on ‘‘How I Did It.’”’ He 
has invented a system for teaching the deaf to hear—no, not cen- 
tral girls. He has been president of the Association to Promote 
Teaching Speech to the Deaf, and has invented a method of pain- 
less detection of bullets. He is a hard worker and when in Wash- 
ington doesn’t think anything of climbing the Capitol steps and 
attending two dinners in one evening. 


OOT, ELIHU.—Born on a college campus, 
Elihu Root is an example of the fact that 
you can never tell how a man will turn 
out. In early life everything was in his 
favor to make him a good, kindly college 
professor that the boys would draw funny 
pictures of in their humorous paper and 
write limericks about; but, disappointing 
parents and friends, he went into politics. 
The twig was bent all right—or, rather, 
the root—but now it stands brazenly up- 

right in the political forest. Elihu Root’s father was a professor 

at Hamilton College and taught Elihu Greek in polysyllables. It 
was considered a family disgrace to ask for another helping with- 
out bringing in at least one word that could boast of an ante- 
penult. Professor Root was so poor that he wouldn’t let anybody 
brush his black coat except himself—he knowing the lay of the 
nap. Elihu as a boy was very quiet and docile. He never in all 
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his schoolboy life slipped into a midnight watermelon patch and 
got seeds in his ears. Elihu started out all right, but soon he 
gave up school teaching to study law. At twenty-two he sat down 
with a diploma and a picture of D. Webster on the wall of his 
office, to lay in wait for clients. It was an off season for clients, 
however. The migration toward his office wasn’t very big, so he 
went out after clients. He then got a job as United States dis- 
trict attorney for New York. What Roosevelt was to Africa, 
Root was to New York. Only Roosevelt sent his to the Smith- 
sonian Institution, while Root sent his to Sing Sing. Soon he had 
to take down the sheepskin to make way for his pelts. Armed 
with his smokeless and noiseless Blackstone, Root brings big game 
to pot. "Tis said that he now earns $300,000 a year—yes, five 
ciphers. With no more expensive habit or hobby than golf, he 
always manages to make ends meet and keep his dues paid up at 
the Union League Club. He can say fewer words and get more 
money for them than anybody in the business. Every time he 
talks it sounds like a government mint wagon backing up and un- 
loading in the coal hole before his office. He is so far along in his 
profession that he doesn’t have to tell anecdotes. He has never 
made but one joke in his life, and that was on his old chum, Taft. 
Videlicet: When Taft was doing the} Philippines, he cabled back 
one day to Root: ‘‘Rode a horse to the top of a mountain. Feel 
bully.’”” Reaching over for a pad, Root cabled in return: ‘‘Glad 
to hear it. How’s the horse?’’ Otherwise his record is clear. 


ERNHARDT, SARAH. 
Merci, sacre bleu, 
etc. ! it wouldn’t do—never 
to tell when the saintly 
Sarah came into the world. 
The secret must die with 
us—and we're not quite 
sure. Madam Bernhardt is 
the hardiest of the flowers 
that bud and bloom in the 
greenroom. She _ budded 
for our. grandfathers, 
bloomed for our fathers, 
and now has_ blossomed 
again for us, ourselves. 
Madam _ Bernhardt is 
French—merci, yes,  in- 
deed!—even though her 
English is better off stage 
than on. But with all 
that, each tour some Amer- 
ican woman rises up and 
claims to be her sister. The slighted sister always lives in a 
small town, sits in a bay window, and dreams of the happy days 
when they were children. She has deserted sisters at all the 
principal whistling points. Madam Bernhardt should rent the 
Hippodrome some pleasant Sunday afternoon and hold a reception 
to her long-lost and sorrowing sisters. Madam Bernhardt has 
more than one metier. That she can make herself felt without us- 
ing her tongue a French newspaper writer can all too well testify. 
He insists that it was one of her most striking scenes, for she 
gave him an old-fashioned whipping right out in public for calling 
her Sarah Barnum. Madam Bernhardt has the international 
heavyweight record for final tours. She has told this country 
good-by so many times that she can now go through the ordeal 
without arehearsal. She is letter perfect. In the last thirty 
years she has come back eight times. If she had been a man and 
a prize fighter, she would have been—but what’s the use of say- 
ing it? Besides, we’d rather have her a Jeanne d’Arc than a John 
Arthur. When Madam Bernhardt travels—tours, of course—she 
takes with her a retinue that makes the hotel men meet her two 
stations down. Will she ever play in English? ‘‘En Anglais? 
Moi? C’etait tres interessant. Oh, nevair! Au revoir!’ 
Homer Croy. 
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is easy enough. Of 











THE IRRESISTIBLE IMPULSE. 


‘* Oh, mamma, come quick ! 


A New Recruit. 


A Monologue. . 
By CAROLYN WELLS. 


H, GOOD - MORNING, Miss 
Coggswell! Dositdown! Yes, 
isn’t it? So spring-like and 
balmy. Oh, not at all; I’m never 
busy. I’m always glad to see 
callers. On business? Oh, J don’t know 
anything about business! About suffrage? 
Why, you look so lady-like! Become a suf- 
fragist? Me? Oh, I’m happily married! 
Oh, excuse me! I don’t mean but what 
you are far happier unmarried—of course 
you are, or you wouldn’t have stayed so. 
But—well, really, I don’t know the first 
principles of this suffrage business. Not 
necessary? Oh, I think I ought to know 
what I’m joining; and, besides, the suffrage 
people are such frumps. What! they’re 
going to dress better? Well, I’m glad of 
it. But, really, you know, I’m not a bit 
suffragy. Why, I’m afraid of a mouse, and 
I just love lingerie ribbons! And, anyway, 
I should vote just as Bob told me to, and 
I’m sure every one else would, so it would 
just double the men’s votes, you see. The 
unmarried women? Yes, that’s so; I’d 
forgotten them. But I suppose they’d ask 
their brothers-in-law or their ministers or 
somebody, for you certainly can’t tell how 
to vote by reading the papers! 
‘**Oh, it’s all in the future, and you only 
want me to help the cause? What! as an 


ornament? Oh, Miss Coggswell! Why, I 
don’t know. Who? Oh, Mrs. Hemming- 
way-Curtis! And Mrs. Vanderheyden- 
Wellsbacher! Oh, why, they wear lovely 


clothes! They’re the kind of people that 
might be called ‘classy.’ I never use that 
word, but somehow it seems to fit them. 
They want notoriety, the same as the peo- 
ple in the country papers who have their 
back fence painted. 

‘‘And you want me to write papers? Oh, 
yes, I could do that. I belong to the Pallas 
At Home Circle. You just tell the govern- 
ment how to make the laws, and you purify 
polities, and things like that. 


Bobby ’s climbing the Christmas tree !’’. 


That. part 


course I’ve kept up 
with the suffrage move- 
ment; one must be in- 
telligent. I know all 
about how they want 
the shirt-waist makers 
not to make so many 
waists, and I don’t 
wonder! Idon’t wear 
them any more, any- 
way; nobody does. 

“And _ vivisection? 
Oh, yes; I read a lot 
about that. They want 
poor, dumb animals to 
have a vote. Oh, I 
understand those 
things well enough, 
but I’m really too busy 
to do much about them. Oh, you only want 
me to lend my name? Yes, I do want hon- 
est politics; but I think they are too honest 
as it is. They won’t let you smuggle ina 
little bit of lace or anything like that, as 
we used to do. I don’t mind paying the 
customs, but it’s so much more fun to smug- 
gle! As if two or three little bits of lace 
would hurt the United States government! 

‘‘Equal rights? Have half of Bob’s 
money? Oh, I have more than that now! 
What! some women don’t? Well, if they 
don’t know how to get it, they don’t deserve 
to have it. 

‘*And, then, you see, I’m such a home 
body, and I’m perfectly daffy over my chil- 
dren! You should see Bobbins since he had 
his curls cut off! Broke my heart; but 
such a duck of amannie! And Gwen is the 
dearest baby! Just think! yesterday she 
was eating her bread and jam, and she said 
— Oh, well, of course, if you haven’t time 





to listen— Yes, I see, business. 
*‘Well— Oh, I never could speak in 
public! Oh, just sit on the stage and wear 


lovely gowns? Yes, I’d rather like that. 
‘Well, I suppose I might be persuaded 
to become a suffragist; but I think I’d 
rather have an aeroplane. 
“Yes, I do believe in independence. I 
think every woman ought to have a mind of 











Think I ’ll get in the ticks now. 


pop! Think 
is it? My watch has stopped.’’ 








her own and decide upon her own actions. 
I hate a wobbly-minded woman! Well, 
about this suffrage business, I’ll ask my 
husband and do as he says.”’ 


“Ups and Downs.” 


OME men succeed where other men fail, 
Ev’ry heart has its pain and joy; 
But very few folks have their ‘‘ups and 
downs’’ 
Like the elevator boy. 


A Faulty Diagnosis. 
ad a THAT you need,’’ said the doc- 
tor, after he had made a thorough 
examination, ‘‘is a change of diet.’’ 
‘*A change of diet? Good heavens, we’ve 
had a new girl every week for the past six 





MODERN JACK SPRATT. 


Jack Spratt was very fat, 
His wife was very lean ; 

And when he walked in front of her 
She scarcely could be seen. 


The Truthful Husband. 
Bronson (to fisherman)—‘‘Just throw me 
a dozen of those trout.’’ 
Fisherman—‘‘Throw them?’’ 
Bronson—‘‘ Yes; then I can go home and 
tell my wife I caught ’em. I may be a 
poor fisherman, but I’m no liar.’’ 
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Silas Stubble, jr. (jast in from college) —‘‘ Hullo, 
What time 


Where the watch refesred to ‘‘ stopped.”’ 


THE STOP WATCH. 
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The Handicap Race. 


By BERTON BRALEY 


HENEVER any of these real 
smart city guys, and par- 
ticularly the bright young 
drummers that drop in here 
occasionally, got jest a lee- 

tle too brilliant in their satire about this 
here burg,’’ the landlord of the village hotel 
observed, ‘‘we used to send for Happy Jack. 
He was about the best person to deflate the 
swollen pride and the inflated wit of ur- 
banites I ever see. 

‘‘There wasn’t anything about Happy to 
indicate depths of wisdom and heights of 
wit. He was one of these here fat and 
placid persons, with a lazy, innocent smile 
and baby-blue eyes. Had traveled some 
considerable, and knew more aboat the 
world and the cities and life in general than 
most of the wise boys that blowed in from 
the metropolis. 

**It used to be real interesting to observe 
how Happy and the humorous parties from 
the outside would mix verbally, and how 
the outsider would gradually begin to get 
next to the fact that, instead of handing it 
to the genial Rube, he was receiving large 
packages himself. It bewildered ’em some, 
for there never was a city man but thought 
he was the real goods when it come to 
reparty, at least with a yokel. 


THE COME-BACK. 


Father (to Nellie, who has been disillusioned) —‘‘ Well, is my little girl so 


very sorry there is no Santa Claus ?’’ 


Nellie—‘' Oh, I don’t know, papa ; but I'd think you 'd be.”’ 


‘*But that ain’t actually telling you much 
about this handicap proposition. Well, the 
story lines up like this. Happy Jack was 
discussing matters amicably enough with 
me and the clerk, when a nice, fresh sam- 
ple of urban manufacture puts in his oar. 
‘Speaking of athletics,’ he remarks—which 
we were not—‘speaking of athletics, do 
you know that statistics actually prove that 
the city-bred man is a better athlete than 
his country compatriot?’ 

‘“**No, you don’t say so!’ exclaimed 
Happy. ‘I suppose they keep in better 
condition dodging creditors. That is, in 
deed, an interesting statement; but I am 
inclined to doubt its veracity, Mr. Snorter.’ 

‘* *Sortore is my name, sir. Do you mean 
to insinuate that I’m a liar?’ asked the 
drummer angrily, half rising in his chair. 

‘**There, there! Sit down and keep your 
clothes on, Mr. Shorter,’ Happy Jack re- 
plied amiably, as he rolled up one of his 
sleeves casually and scratched an arm that 
was covered with big, rolling muscles. 
‘I’m not insinuating anything. I merely 
disagree with your statement and believe 
you have been misinformed. You, for ex- 
ample, are a light, young, alert man, half 
my weight and apparently much more than 
twice my speed. Yet I would venture 
about fifty dollars 
that I could beat you 
in a two-hundred- 
yard foot race if you 
gave me a ten-foot 
handicap. There you 
have a clean-cut issue 
between city and 
country. Are you 
on? All I stipulate 
is that the race be 
through Hamper’s 
Alley, where the 
footing is good and 
the fences will keep 
the crowd from push- 
ing in on us.’ 

***On!’ snorted the 
drummer. ‘I’m on 
fast enough, and 
what I won’t do to 
you in that two-hun- 
dred yards hasn’t 
been discovered yet. 
Why, man, it isn’t 





A COLD CHIME (CLIMB). 


fair, really! I know you’re stronger than 
I and could do me in a wrastle; but I’m 
close to ten seconds in the one hundred, 
and I know with your bulk there’d be no 
race.’ 

***Worry me not, worry me not with 
such worries, Mr. Porter,’ said Happy. 
‘I’m there when it comes to this sprint 
thing—-especially in Hamper’s Alley.’ 

**Somebody snickered at this, and Happy, 
with a scowl, turned to the snickerer. 
‘Now, say,’ he growled, ‘cut that out! I 
won't be laughed at simply because I’m fat 
and clumsy. I guess I can run just the 
same,’ he said, ‘and I want this laugh thing 
to stop.’ 

***But we weren’t laughing at you’—be- 
gan one of the bunch, but stopped right 
there, for I choked him. 

“If you’ve got any friends that would 
like to take a little money on this race,’ 


—™\ 


CONSOLATION. 
Mrs. Henpeck—*‘ If I were to die, would yo: 
marry again, John? ’’ 
Mr. Henpeck—‘‘ Well—er—not right away. 14 
take a little rest first.’’ 
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the drummer suggested, ‘I’m will- 
ing to put up something like fifty 
dollars more to show that I be- 
lieve in myself.’ 

***T don’t ordinarily gamble,’ 
said the village cobbler, ‘but I 
hate to hear you speak disparag- 
ing of my fellow-townsman, and 
just to make things interesting 
I'll risk fifty dollars.’ 

‘*That quick response sort of |S) £ 

: Par eStart 
surprised the drummer, but he 
was, as a matter of fact, one of Ae = 
these former college stars, and 
he had reason to think he was 
some sprinter. So he offered to 
place another fifty dollars, and, 
becoming interested, I just sub- 
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‘‘The drummer’s fists clinched 
and his face got red, but before 
he did anything rash Happy 
rolled up his sleeve and scratched 
that arm. There was no fight. 
It sure is a good thing to have a 
useful citizen like Happy about 
the place.’’ 


A Christmas Precaution. 
By MAZIE V. CARUTHERS. 
HRICE blessed he, who now 
commands 
A recollection clear 
Of every Christmas gift he both 
Received, and gave, last year! 
It gives one an ungrateful name 
To send back presents whence 
they came! 
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scribed that amount on old Hap- 
py myself. And it wasn’t patri- 
otism that moved me, either. 

“‘I could see the young fellow eying 
Happy with a puzzled frown, evidently 
wondering where he got the speed that 
made his friends so willing to bet on him; 
but he didn’t flinch, just got up, threw his 
cigarette in the gutter, and said he was 
ready to race right then, with the ten-foot 
handicap as stated. 

**Now, Happy could really move remark- 
ably fast for about thirty yards, and he 
knew he could hold his lead for that dis- 
tance. And when the drummer and Happy 
arrived on the ground for the race, I saw 
the drummer glance anxiously at the course, 
and then he raised up his voice in a holler. 

‘““*That isn’t a fair course!’ he com- 
plained. ‘It’s too narrow for two after you 
run about thirty yards.’ 

***Well, well, that’s so, ain’t it?’ delib- 
erated Happy; ‘but, you see, the race was 
agreed to be in Hamper’s Alley, and this is 
the alley, ain’t it, boys?’ 

***Tt is!’ thundered the crowd. 

‘**And if the fences come too close to- 
gether for the man behind to pass,’ he 


STARS AND STRIPES. 


“* Fo’ de lan’ sake! Dat suttenly mus’ be one 


ob dem ahmy posts I been heah’n’ ‘bout.”’ 





added, with a grin, ‘why, that is unfortu- 
nate; but life is always hard for the man 
who is behind in the race.’ 

***Yes; but the—you—lI 
capped!’ stuttered the drummer. 

***You sure are,’ agreed the judge, who 
was me, by the way; ‘but it’s all according 
to agreement, and there isn’t anything not 
in the articles.’ 

‘So you can see why we snickered when 
that bet was made. It all goes to show 
that brains will tell, brains will tell. 

‘‘How’s that? Oh, the race! 
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Well, 


NO FAULT OF THE MEMORY. 


‘“* Say, old man, don’t forget that five dollars 
you owe me.”’ 

** Don’t worry, old chap. 
as long as you do.”’ 


I ‘ll remember it 


there wasn’t what you could call a race. 
The young drummer was a wonder, all 
right, and he come so near to catching 
Happy before they reached that narrow 
place that I was scared stiff for my money ; 
but Happy just wedged in ahead, and as the 
space was three feet wide and Happy was 
two feet and a half across and wobbled the 
other half foot, Mr. Drummer didn’t have 
much show. The finish line was in the 
narrow part, and Happy won—in a walk. 
The drummer was raging, but it didn’t do 
him any good, and the stake holder paid up 
his bets. 

***All of which goes to show, Mr. 
Sporter,’ Happy says to the drummer, after 
the race was all run and everything settled, 
‘that brains is what an athlete wants, not 
just speed or brawn.’ 









As It Looks to Father. 
XX X-mas. 


WHY NOT BUILD YOUR HOUSE IN KEEPING WITH YOUR TASTES? 
SUGGESTION FOR THOSE WITH COLONIAL ANCESTORS. 


Theater-goers’ Bromidioms. 
By FRANKLIN P. ADAMS. 
1 ‘““SHE’S good in anything, but the 

* play doesn’t amount to much.”’ 

2. ‘‘I may be a low-brow, but I think 
George Monroe’s terribly funny.’’ 

3. ‘‘Bert Williams is a better comedian 
than most white ones.’’ 

4. ‘‘Willie Collier is so natural! He 
really seems to enjoy acting.’’ 

5. ‘‘I enjoyed it immensely! ) 

“I thought it was awful! ‘ You never 
can go by what the newspapers say.”’ 

6. ‘‘What a big audience! I don’t see 
how they can fill all the theaters.”’ 

7. ‘‘Of course it’s melodrama; but it’s 
interesting, just the same.”’ 

8. ‘‘The men that write the plays must 
make a lot of money. I heard the man 
that wrote ‘Paid in Full’—I forget his 
name—used to sleep on a bench in the park, 
and now he makes a thousand dollars a 
night.”’ 


Narrow Quarters. 


Mrs. Hoyle 
your flat?’’ 

Mrs. Doyle—‘‘1 should say not! There 
isn’t room to give anybody a broad hint.’’ 


‘“‘Is there much room in 





TALK ABOUT HARD LUCK! 
‘* Great Scott, Quacker! What—er—er—’ 
‘* After I pulled all my feathers out so my 
girl could stuff a pillow, she turns around and 
gives it to my rival.’’ 


JUDGE 


The Matinee Girl as Marie Cahill Sees Her in “Judy Forgot.” 


A Little Misinformation about Stage Folk. 


HE—*‘Oh, yes, I like John Drew! Don’t 
S you, ordo you? He is always the same. 
Now, with Sothern it’s much different. 
I saw him in ‘Hamlet,’ and he was per- 
fectly lovely. Then I went to see him in 
‘The Merchant of Venice,’ and what do you 
think? He had on a beard—a great, long 
beard like a farmer. Of course Shylock’s a 
different part, but I know lots of Jewish 
gentlemen who don’t wear beards.’’ 

He—‘‘Do you like Faversham?’’ 

She—‘Oh, yes, I love Faversham! 
Somehow, he isn’t a bit like an actor—he’s 
such a gentleman! You know, he is mar- 
ried to Mary Mannering. Don’t you re- 
member they starred in a piece called 
‘Humpty-Dumpty’? That wasn’t its name 

wasn’t it, or was it? Anyway, it was 
something about a wall.’”’ 

He—*‘ Was it not ‘The Walls of Jericho’?”’ 

She—‘‘Oh, yes! You can’t tell a thing 
about a play any more from the name, can 
you? You know, I took the children toa 
show that was called ‘The Doll’s House,’ 
and it was all about a woman who left her 
husband. Not that I blame her. Nowa- 
days it’s a case of leave or being left. 
Don’t you think so, or do you?”’ 

He—‘‘ Who's that fat man?”’ 

She—‘‘Oh, that’s Jack Barrymore. You 
know, he’s Ethel Barrymore’s divorced hus- 
I don’t know why they are separated, 
I suppose it was because they 
were married. I just love Ethel Barry- 
more, don"t you, or do you? I didn’t see 
her last year. She was in that play called 
‘Mid-Ocean,’ and I heard she had a scene 
where she had to be seasick, and I didn’t 
feel like going. When you have been at it 
as many times as I have, you don’t feel like 
seeing it. I don’t think-they ought to ask 
a woman to play parts like that, do you, or 
don’t you? Of course they get paid for it; 
but even an actress has feelings.’”’ 


band. 
do you? 


A TIGHT ROPE PERFORMER. 


Courtesy of DANreEL V. ARTHUR. All rights reserved, 
He—‘‘Isn’t that Margaret Anglin?”’ 
She—‘‘Yes; and do you know that Mar- 

garet Anglin is so emotional that when she 

sits down to eat a lamb chop she just has to 
have a good cry over it first?’’ 
He—‘‘Who’s that right across the aisle, 

Mrs. Fiske or Madam Nazimova?”’ 
She—‘‘Listen a minute. If you can’t 

understand what she says, it’s Mrs. Fiske; 

and if she doesn’t understand what she says, 
it’s Nazimova. Did you see Mrs. Fiske in 

‘The Sins of Society’? I should think they 





MARIE CAHILL AND ARTHUR STANFORD IN 
THAT CLEVER BURLESQUE OF THE MATINEE 
GIRL, “ JUDY FORGOT.” 


would get tired of these problem plays, 
wouldn’t you, or would you? I think it’s 
problem enough to know how you are going 
to get the money to pay for your seats 
without having any more problems dished 
up to you after you get them.’’ 
He—‘‘Oh, look! There’s Lillian Russell! 
Is she any relation to Annie Russell?’’ 
She—‘‘Just by marriage. Annie Rus- 
sell’s first husband was Lillian’s fifth hus- 
band, so of course they have the same 
name, marrying the same man, you know.’’ 
He—‘‘Do you know who that person is?’’ 
She—‘‘That’s Tully Marshal]. He’s a 
dope fiend. That’s why he made such a hit 
in ‘The City.” They say that the stage 
manager just fills him 
up with cocaine every 
night before he sends 
himon. I think that’s 
awful, don’t you, or 
do you? He might bite 
somebody. Oh, look! 
There’s Maxine Elli- 
ott! She used to be 
married to William 
Crane, but they got a 
divorce and he married 
Edna May.’”’ 


He—‘‘Is Maxine 


married again?’’ ** We don’t object to your voice, Gi ; 


| Sar 


We = 


She—‘‘Not yet. She was engaged to 
Eddie Foy, but they broke it off because of 
professional jealousy. There’s Anna Held!’’ 

He—‘‘Oh, I didn’t recognize her!’’ 

She—‘‘ Well, you see, she has her clothes 
on. She is married to David Warfield. I 
wonder why they don’t star together? 
Still, I suppose they make more money sep- 
arately. Speaking of Anna Held reminds 
me of Bernhardt. Do you remember, when 
we saw Bernhardt in ‘Camille,’ how I 
eried?”’ 

He—*‘‘Did you think that was ‘Camille’?’’ 

She—‘‘ Wasn't it?’’ 

He—‘‘No; it was ‘Hamlet.’ ’’ 

She—‘‘Well, do you know, I thought it 
was kind of funny, playing ‘Camille’ in a 
man’s costume! Still, I didn’t want to say 
anything. You never can tell what those 
French actresses will do, and when they do 
it you don’t know what it is. Oh, there’s 
Julia Marlowe! She’s my favorite actress, 
next to Leslie Carter. I wish she wouldn’t 
play Shakespeare so much; but, then, I 
suppose somebody has got to play it. I 
don’t think we go to theaters to improve 
our mind, do you, or don’t you? We can 
do that so much better in church. Speak- 
ing of churches, did you see ‘Ben-Hur’? 
That’s the kind of a religious play I like to 
see—with horse races and things.’’ 

He—‘‘Look! Isn’t that De Wolf Hop- 
per?’’ 

She—‘Yes. He’s married to George M. 
Cohan’s niece, and George M. Cohan is 
married to Marie Dressler; so that makes 
De Wolf Hopper Marie Dressler’s uncle. 
And De Wolf Hopper is John Drew’s 
nephew, so that makes John Drew Marie 
Dressler’s grandfather.’’ 


Up-to-date Grafting. 

Knicker—‘‘ Burbank has 
surpassed himself.”’ 

Bocker—‘ What’s he 
done now?’’ 

Knicker—‘‘Grafted the 
strawberry on the milk- 
weed to raise strawberries 
and cream.”’ 
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‘*KEEP UP WITH THE BAND.” 


but it has so far to come that you 


are always about four measures behind the rest of the quartet.’’ 




















JUDGE 


Stock. 
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‘*How do you go 
about floatinga rail- 
road?’’ 

‘‘First you issue 
some common and 
preferred.”’ 

“To 

** And when that’s 
sold, youarrange for 
some rollingstock.’’ 

Louisville Cour- 
der Journal. 


Enthusiasm. 

Anxious messen- 
ger—‘‘Say, fireman 
there’s another fire 
broken out up the 


street.’’ 
New recruit 
“All right, old 





chap; keep her go- 





PREPARED FOR THE WORST. 
Pardon me, but why ?’’ 


Stork—‘‘ Dress suit and ladder ? 


ing till we’ve fin- 
ished this one.”’ 
Punch. 


Monk—‘‘I'm best man at the Giraffes’ wedding.’’ 
Stork—‘‘\ know, but why the ladder ?’’ 
Monk 


In the Meanwhile. 

Rich man (to beggar)—‘‘Not a cent! 
Remember that you will have your reward 
in heaven.’’ 

Beggar—-‘‘Will I? Then lend me five 
dollars now and I will pay it back then. 


**Oh, I'll have to kiss the bride, of course! "’ 


I’ll drop it down the chute.’’—Fliegende | 


Blaetter. 


It Depends. 
*“‘Do you think a man should take his 
wife into his confidence regarding his busi- 


ness affairs?’’ asked the man who had just | 


been married. 
“If he isn’t making any money, yes,’’ 


replied the experienced one cautiously.— | 


Philadelphia Record. 


Jingles That Jangle. 
Than the jingle of the sleighbell 
Nothing to our ear sounds worse; 
For the rides that we give Maybelle 
Take the jingle from our purse. 
— Youngstown Telegram. 


An Unkind Cut. 

Cholly—‘‘I am going to see that mind 
weadah. Do you think she can wead my 
mind?’’ 

Polly—‘‘Why, it would be like taking 
candy from a baby.’ '—Baltimore American. 
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The fastest flying 
machine is gossip. 


Generous. 

‘‘He was always thought,’’ said Uncle 
Ethan reflectively, ‘‘to be one of the chari- 
tablest men in the whole town, and I guess 
he was. He always owned a plug hat, for 
one thing, and I never knew him to refuse 
to lend it to anybody.’’—Youth’s Com- 
panion. 


” 


Self-sacrifice. 

‘*You manage to keep your husband home 
at night,’’ said one woman. 

“*Yes,’’ replied the other. ‘‘I am the 
only person of his acquaintance who will 
listen patiently and respectfully while he 
tells exactly how the election happened. ’’— 
Washington Star. 


Wondered Why. 
FOUND THE ANSWER WAS COFFEE. 

Many pale, sickly persons wonder for 
years why they have to suffer so, and even- 
tually discover that the drug—caffeine—in 
coffee is the main cause of the trouble. 

*‘I was always very fond of coffee and 
drank it every day. I never had much flesh 
and often wondered why I was always so 
pale, thin, and weak. 

‘About five years ago my health com- 


pletely broke down and I was confined to said the editor loftily, as he handed back 


my bed. My stomach was in such condition 
that I could hardly take sufficient nourish- 
ment to sustain life. 

‘*During this time I was drinking coffee, 
didn’t think I could do without it. 

‘‘After a while I came to the conclusion 
that coffee was hurting me, and decided to 
give it up and try Postum. I didn’t like 
the taste of it at first, but when it was 


| made right—boiled until dark and rich—I 
soon became very fond of it. 


‘In one week I began to feel better. I 
could eat more and sleep better. My sick 
headaches were less frequent, and within 
five months I looked and felt like a new be- 
ing, headache spells entirely gone. 

‘*My health continued to improve and to- 
day I am well and strong, weigh 148 
pounds. I attribute my present health to 
the life-giving qualities of Postum.’’ 

Read ‘‘The Road to Wellville,’’ in pack- 
ages. ‘‘There’s a Reason.’’ 


Ever read the aboveletter? Anew 
one appearstfrom timeto time. They 
are genuine, true, and full of ne, 
interest. 


| of Mr. Comstock. 






Christmas 
Cheer 


and all of its accompaniments are promoted by 


Evans 
Ale 


The King of Christmas beverages and standard 
of hearty bospitality. A barrel containing 
10 doz. bottles will make a gratifying and 
sabstantial 


HOLIDAY GIFT 


for family, friend or self. 
Order from your nearest Dealer or 


C. H. EVANS & SONS, HUDSON, N. Y. 








Why Malinda Rejoiced. 

Booker T. Washington, head of the Tus- 
kegee Institute, after a visit to the Metro- 
politan Museum in New York, told this 
story: 

‘“‘A Kentucky lady,’’ he said, ‘‘visited 
the museum with her maid, an old-fashioned 
mammy. 

‘*Malinda had never seen an art gallery 
before, and the nudes startled her in a way 
that would have endeared her to the heart 
But when she entered 


| the: hall of sculpture, then she was more 


than startled. 

‘**Land!’ she said. ‘Land sakes!’ 

‘*And with dubious shakes of the head 
she passed before the white beauty of the 
Venus de Medici, the Apollo Belvidere, the 


| Venus de Milo, and the other gracious 


shapes of snowy marbles. 
‘**Land sakes!’ 
***Don’t you like it, Malinda?’ said her 


| mistress. 


‘**Yas’m,’ said Malinda. ‘Ah like it 
well enough, but Ah’s powerful glad dar 
ain’t none o’ my color here.’ ’’— Washington 
Post. 


Willing To Risk It. 
Uncle—‘‘My dear boy, it’s a fact that 
the bacilli.on paper money have caused 
many a death before now.’’ 
Nephew—‘‘ Well, uncle, you might let me 
have a few notes. I’m very tired of life.’’ 
—Fliegende Blaetter. 


No Reason for Pride. 
‘*We won’t print any such stuff as that!’’ 


the manuscript. 

‘Well, you needn’t be so haughty about 
it!’’ retorted the irregular contributor. 
‘*You’re not the only one who won’t print 
it.’’—Tit-Bits. 

A New One on Him. 
A youth from Calhoun County, Illinois, 


which has nothing but steamboat transpor- 
tation, came over to Elsberry, Mo., the 


| other day, to catch a Burlington train to 


| 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


St. Louis. 

He had never seen a train, and when the 
Hannibal local came rolling in he stood 
there gaping, watched it hiss and steam, 
and finally pull out. 

‘I thought you was goin’ to St. Louis on 
that train!’’ shouted the station agent, 
thrusting his head through the window. 

‘I was,’’ answered the youth; ‘‘but they 
didn’t put down no gangplank.’’—St. Louis 
Post-Dispatch. 


A teaspoonful of Abbott’s Bitters with your Grape 
Fruit makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample by 
mail, 25-ets. in stamps.. C. W. Abbott & Co., Balti- 

_more, Md 








8! Healthful cs 
In vigorating 


nl 
VAN 


THE 
PURE FOOD 


WHISKEY 


A Rich Mellow Beverage 


ACCEPT NO 
SUBSTITUTE 





ForSaletverywhere 





Too True. 
‘**Pop!’’ 
‘*VYes, my son. = 
**Is ten dollars a lot of money?’’ 
**It all depends whether I'm earning it or 
your mother’s spending it, my boy!’’ 
Yonkers Statesman. 


An Inherited Formula. 

‘*They tell me your wife is very original. 
What does she say te vou when you come 
home late?’’ 

‘*Exactly what he. .nother said to her 
father when he came home late. There’s 
no chance for originality there.’’—Cleve- 
land Plain Dealer. 


The Bolted Door. 

Would there were some unfailing sign, 

Infallible detector, 
The knock of Opportunity 

From that of a collector 
To differentiate, so fear 

Would not our soul so hector. 

Houston Post. 








Their Resting Time. 
Put the hammock in the attic; 
It’s too cold for it outside, 
And its mission is completed— 
Mary Ann is now a bride. 
—Denver News. 


Leave the bathing suit a-hanging 
Lonesome on the wind-blown bough, 
For its object is accomplished— 
Mary Ann is married now. 
—Houston Post. 


Lay aside the tennis racquet— 
Now that she has got a man, 
Brooms make better exercisers 
For a Mrs. Mary Ann. 
—Cleveland Leader. 


Coal Man Included. 
‘*Postmaster-General Hitchcock is deter- 
mined to have the law on the ‘get-rich- 
quick’ concerns.’’ 
**Gee! I'd like to get some kind of action 
on my coal man.”’ 


-Youngstown Telegram. 








Ideal Winter Trips to the Tropics. 


The most inviting cruises this season are those to the resorts of ‘“The American Mediterra- 
nean,’’ that wonderful winterless region bathed by the southern Atlantic, the Gulf of Mexico and 
the Caribbean Sea, including Porto Rico, Bahamas, Cuba, Florida and San Domingo. 


Write for AGWI NEWS, a beautifully illustrated free magazine, describing the cruises of tre 


following steamship lines: 


PORTO RICO LINE 





CLYDE LINE 


TO FLORIDA, daily except Sunday. calling at 
Charleston, Brunswick and Jacksonville, with con- 


nections for all leading Southern resorts. 
From Pier %, North River, New York 





Delightful 16 day cruise to and around the Island. 
$110 covering all expenses, touching at principal 
ports. Send for booklet. 

General Offices, 12 Broadway. New York. 





WARD LINE 





{ MALLORY LINE 
To Texas. all potnts southwest and Pacific coast 
Exhilarating water route trips to Galveston, Key 


West, Tampa and Mobile 
From Pier 4, North River, New York 











Luxurious twin screw steamships to Bahamas 
(Nassau); Havana, Cuba, Mexico and Yucatan, with 
rail connections to all important interior cities. 
General Offices, Pier 14, East River, New York. 
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Signs of the Times. 


Back on the farm in old Missou, 
Where I and other staples grew, 
The folks would tell by pumpkin vines 
And yellow gourds and other signs 
When storms were due and dew was due, 
And what to do, do, do, do, do. 
The animals and fowls and bees 
Helped out the cause with joy and ease. 
And granddad used to often say, 
In his tobacco-chewing way, 
‘*When the old mule’s ears point straight 
ahead, it means, my son, some cares. 
When his ears come close and point straight 
up, it’s time to say your prayers. 

But you’re safe, my son, as a mountain goat 
and your lid will stay on top, 

When the old mule merely jogs along and 





lets his big ears flop.’’ 


I have noticed, too, since I left the farm, 

That an earnest man is full of harm; 

That he who breaks the golden rule 

Is built somewhat like that old mule. 

And I’ve observed that when that guy 

Is off his poise, no one will die. 

For they’re alike, these mules and men; 

They’re safe sometimes, but you must know 
when. 

And I’ve occasion every day 

To think of what Missou folks say: 

When the old mule’s ears point straight 
ahead, it means it’s time to fly. 

When his ears point up toward the sky, it 
may be time to die. 

The only time you’re really safe and you 
let the matter drop 

Is when that mule just jogs along and lets 
his big ears flop. 

—Oregon Journal. 


That Awful Small Boy. 

Small Boy—‘‘ What is a roost, papa? ”’ 

Parent—‘‘A roost, my son, is the pole on 
which chickens roost at night.’’ 

Small Boy—‘‘ And what is a perch, papa?”’ 

Parent—‘‘A perch is what chickens perch 
on at night.’’ 

Small Boy—‘‘ Well, papa, could a chicken 
roost on a perch?’’ 

Parent—‘‘Why, of course.”’ 

Small Boy—‘‘And could they perch on a 
roost? ”’ 

Parent—‘‘Certainly, of course.’’ 

Small Boy—‘‘ But if the chicken perched 
on a roost, that would make the roost a 
perch, wouldn’t it? ’”’ 

Parent—‘‘Oh, heavens, yes! 
so.”’ 

Small Boy—‘‘ But if just after some chick- 
ens had perched on a roost and made it a 
perch, some chickens came along and roosted 
on the perch and made it a roost, then the 
roost would be a perch, and the perch would 
be a roost, and some of the chickens would 
be perchers and the others would be roosters, 
and i 

Parent 
bed before he drives me mad.”’ 


Possible. 


She—‘‘Here’s a lock of blond hair and 
one of black hair in your watch case, Fred. 
What does it mean?’’ 

He—‘‘Is your memory so short, dear? 
They are both yours.’’— Yonkers Statesman. 


I suppose 


**Susan, Susan! take this child to 
Blue Bull. 


A Long List. 


Citiman—‘‘ You’ ve been living in the sub- 
urbs so long, I suppose you’ve had consid- 
erable experience with servant girls?’’ 

Subbubs—‘‘ Well, it’s got so that when 
my wife is interviewing an applicant now 
she always begins by asking, ‘Were you 
ever employed by me before? If so, when 
and how long?’ ’’—Catholic Times. 
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Circumstantial Evidence. 

The man of the house was looking for his 
umbrella, and, not finding it, asked the 
members of the family if they had used it. 

‘*I think sister’s beau took it last night,”’ 


said Harry. 
‘‘Why do you think so, my son?’’ asked 
his father. 


‘*’Cause, when I was in the hall last 
night, I heard him say to sister, ‘I believe 
I’ll just steal one.’ ’’—Lippincott’s. 


| Bee make the Christmas Candy 


Use Karo Syrup and follow the 
easy, practical Karo recipes—Fondant Creams, 


a 


at home. 


Chocolates, Glace Nuts and 
Fruits, Fudges, Taffies, “Div- 


inities,” etc. 


The Day After. 
To the bed of brother Willie 
Dr. Pilldope now has come; 
Too much turkey, little gillie 
Put inside his tummy tum. 
— Youngstown Telegram. 


G. R. Aft—‘‘How much did you get for 


your vote?’’ 


R. E. Peater—‘‘Thirty days.’’—Colum- 


| bia Jester. 





IT PAYS TO ADVERTISE. 
Sweet Simplicity—‘‘ And I'll have a bottle of that dentifrine— (to friend)—I must 


try some of that. 


The Hardest Thing. 
*‘What’s the hardest thing about roller 
skating when you’re learning?’’ asked a 


All the advertisements speak so well of it.’’ 


—London Punch. 


Out of Cold Storage. 
A young man, who had not been married 


long, remarked at the dinner table the other 


hesitating young man of the instructor at a | day, 


rink. 
“‘The floor,’’ answered the attendant.— 
Youth’s Companion. 


Bitters ? Tonic orcocktail? Answer: Caroni! 
It is one better than the best. 
Oct. C. Blache & Co., New York, Gen’l Distrs. 








such as mother used to make. 


‘*My dear, I wish you could make bread 


The bride smiled and answered in a voice 


that did not tremble, 


‘‘Well, dear, I wish you could make the 


dough that father used to make.’’—Red 
Hen. 


In answering advertisements pl 
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Large Cans, 10c. & 15c. 
The new Karo (Extra Quality) 


is exactly the same candy syrup 
that the finest confectioners use. 
Clear as strained honey— delicate 
in flavor. Look for the red label. 


Karo (Golden Brown) is fine for 
Taffies and Fudges— blue label. 


Send your name on a post card 
today for the Karo Cook Book 
— Free. 

CORN PRODUCTS REFINING CO. 
Dept. F.F. NEW YORK P. O. Box 161 
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dust Observe for Yourself — 
Pronounced Individuality 
and a Flavor more satisfy. 
ing than mere wordscan 
describe, areBlatz exclusive 
characteristics—so declare 
those whoreally appreciate 








character and quality in 
table beer. 


— MILWAUKEE — 


THE FINEST 
BEER EVER BREWED 


VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO. MILWAUKEE 
ASK FOR IT AT THE CLUB, CAFE OR BUFFET 


INSIST ON “‘BLATZ"’ 
CORRESPONDENCE INVITED DIRECT 








LAUGH WITH 
SIS_HOFRINS 


HER OWN BOOK 








DECEMBER NUMBER 





10c All Newsdeaters 10c 





an : A Hint. 
= VA dessssessetss:| Z Print tnis in bold face type, I pray, 





So she'll be sure to read it; 
A humidor on Christmas day 


=r Grandmother Used tae a 


One lncorperates 1648. POUND. Ki ’ 
__ POUR. ngsford’s Corn Starch. She made Me 
GSFO ood thi * ° His Light. 
RD mm ¢ ings to eat with it. For o eee es 
OSWEGO Ss | 60 years Kingsford’s has been an $e, He says he doesn’t believe in hiding his 
brated for its extreme delicacy and purity. It light under a bushel. 


takes weeks of old-fashioned care to produce ug3?? ‘He is economical. It would be extrey 
agant to use a bushel when a thimble would 


Aj WINGSFORD > do as well.’’—Houston Post. 
/ OSWEGO This Describes Them. 


CORN STARCH **When I order poultry from you again,”’ 
while ordinary corn said the man who quarrels with his grocer, 
starch can be made ina few **I don’t want you to send me any of those 
days. Yet you are asked aeroplane chickens.’’ 
as much for these low- ‘‘What kind do you mean?”’ 
grade corn starches as “The sort that are all wings and ma- 
for Kingsford’s. chinery and no meat.’’— Washington Star. 
It will pay you in every way 
to insist upon Kingsford’s Corn Raa On the Verge. 
Starch. 

The Cook Bock “F.¥." tells “Wheto Cock [Eee A woman and her daughter were at sea 
Ought to Know Atcut Ccrn Starch,” 168 of the during rough weather. After a silence of 
Lest recipes you ever tried. /t’s free—just [a some time the mother asked, ‘‘Are you sea- 
send your name on a post card. sick, dear?” 

T. KINGSFORD & SON **No, I think not,’’ replied the daughter; 


OSWEGO, N. Y. " : oo ie 
National Starch Company, Successcrs ‘‘but I’d hate to yawn.’’—Ladies’ Home 
Journal, 





























His Happy Home. 
**You say you once had a home?’’ 
Little Willie’s Wish. Definition. war s what I had,’’ answered Plodding 
“I wish I was a clock, mamma,’”’ ‘‘What really constitutes flirtation?’’ “Why didn’t you do something to make 
My little Willie said. asked the young man of the woman of the | your folks comfortable and happy ?”’ 
**I wouldn’t have to wash my hands world. “I did. I left.’’—Tit-Bits. 
An’ face, er go to bed.’’ ‘‘Attention without intention,’’ replied 
— Western Christian Advocate. the experienced one.—Scraps. Paternal Goodness. 

**I cannot understand,’’ wrote the college 
boy, ‘‘why you call yourself a kind father. 
For three weeks I’ve had no check from 
you. Pray, what sort of kindness do you 
call that?’’ 

And the father wrote back: ‘‘ Unremit- 
ting kindness.’’—Lippincott’s. 








Fraternal Advice. 
Maud—*‘ Jack declares that I have a per- 
fect rosebud of a mouth.”’ 
Her orother—‘‘That’s very pretty; but 
rosebuds are generally closed.’’—Purple 
Cow. 





Near-useful Christmas Gifts. 


Paper knives. 

Hand-painted shaving papers. 
Pearl-handled pen holders. 
Gold ink wells. 

Silk hats.—Detroit Free Press. 





Too Much of Both. 

‘*Have they hot and cold water in their 
house ?’’ 

“‘If you heard the way she pours cold 
water on his suggestions and the hot water 
he is always getting into, you wouldn’t 
ask.’’—Baltimore American. 


Half Pints. 
Sing a song of sixpence, 
Pocket full of rye— 
That’s the way to carry it 
Where the town is dry. 
—Philadelphia Telegraph. 


. Edible Girls. 

yu hA - The daily announcement in our want col- 
| umns of ‘‘Wanted—A white girl to cook”’ 

is eloquent recognition of our claim that 

the Houston girls are good enough to eat. 

Houston Post. 
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GOOD PROOF. 


Reuben—"‘ Say, Maria, everybody went in masquerade in the olden Every lover of a good cocktail should call for 
times, didn’t they? | _ Abbott's Bitters. Makes the best. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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JUDGE’S FAVORITE 





A SOUSLOF, 
THE SENSATIONAL WHIRLWIND DANCER 
AT THE AMERICAN MUSIC HALL. 


Dance? Yes, though your tired limbs ache, 
Dance to the mad, mad measure! 

Smile? Yes, though your heart may break! 
Smile! ’tis the gay world’s pleasure. 


Why Not Semi-annually ? 


Christmas comes but once a year. That’s 
what we have all been taught, and it seems 
to be true. But why should it be true? Is 
it not merely another glaring instance of 
how a civilized nation may be ruled by a 
petty tradition? 

That Christmas should come at least 
twice a year is too obvious for argument. 
The chief trouble with Christmas is not 
only that we have too much of it at one 
time, but also that it is monotonous because 
it always comes at the same season of the 
year. 

It would, of course, be too violent a revo- 
lution to have Christmas once a month; but 
we should not forget that this is az install- 
ment age and some form of giving presents 
on the dollar-down-and-dollar-a-month plan 
must ultimately be found. 

Think of the possibilities of having a 
Christmas in August. Santa Claus could 
then take in Atlantic City at the height of 
the season, which would improve his culture 
as well as his health. We would then have 
an outdoor Christmas and an indoor Christ- 
mas. The ice man could participate as well 
as the coal man, the cotton man as well as 
the woolen man, the screen-door man as 
well as the storm-door man. 

Thus, in the course of a year, every vari- 
ety of tradesman would have its just par- 
ticipation. Among the many handsome 
and appropriate presents which could be 
selected for the midsummer Christmas we 
suggest window screens, flypaper, garden 
hose, ice-cream freezers, bathing suits, 
portable shower baths, and mosquito salve. 

Ellis O. Jones, in Life. 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 
best remedy for their children. 25c a boutie. 


Not Yet Ripe. 


Fair purchaser——‘‘ Your eggs are all very 
small to-day, Mr. Jones.”’ 

Mr. Jones—‘‘ Yes’m, they are. 
sure I don’t know the reason.”’ 

Fair purchaser—‘‘Oh, I expect you took 
them out of the nests too soon.’’—London 
Sketch. __ 


A 10 days’ trial will con.in ma with 
my Combination Hone and Str »p that 
you can keep a remarkably smooth 
_ ad pe oa ede on your razor 
m- 


r at least shaves with 


But I’m 


© more over-honing No »more re ugh edges 


f weily one after you have tried them, they will cos 
$1.50 each, and if you are -_ you return them and you will be 
‘der no obligations to me wh 
. WINTE RS “tis 5 Dearborn St., Chicago. 


JUDGE 





Boaaboaaaons 


50 YEARS OF 


UNPRECEDENTED POPULARITY 
INVINCIBLE RECORD OF 


HUNTER WHISKEY 


Guaranteed uncer the Pure Food Law 





IS THE 





Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md, 











Priscilla had just told John Alden to 


His Last Chance. 


speak for himself. 


‘‘IT shall do it for you after we are mar- 


ried,’’ she added. 
Herewith he hastened to seize the last 


chance.— New 


It’s all right to save money 


squeeze it.—-Chicago News. 


York Sun. 


Go Easy. 


but don’t 








Officer—“* 


Actor—** 





It Took Time. 
‘*Your sister’s a long time about making 
her appearance,’’ suggested the caller. 
‘*Well,’’ said the little brother, ‘‘she’d 
be a sight if she came down without mak- 
ing it.’’—-Cleveland Leader. 
To Be Pitied. 
When some men are said to be going to 
the dogs, we can’t help thinking it’s pretty 
tough on the dogs.—Philadelphia Record. 
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AT LAST. 


Why, man! 
Let me alone, officer ; 


Get off this track or you will be run down.”’ 
let me alone. 


This is the first time 


I’ve been in the spot-light in twenty years.’’ 


in answering advertisements please me:tion JUDGE. It will be appreciated 
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